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the person with whom we are in love is, after all, but a rather ordinary
creature. The strength of the attachment comes from the gnawing con-
viction that there is something exceptional, unique, irreplaceable in the
beloved, which we shall never again find.
20 October
Exasperation at not being able to do a thing uninterruptedly; and I
am more and more convinced that nothing good is achieved without a
long perseverance, without applying one's effort for some time in the
same direction. It is a matter of patient selection, analogous to that ex-
ercised by good horticulturists.
Here everything distracts me (yet very little), interrupts and breaks
up my effort, checks my impetus. I can refuse myself to society people,
to interviewers, to that category of unwelcome visitors who come to us
through vanity or snobbery, but not to those who really come to ask a
service of me: A/s wife and her three children who are homeless;
M. T., who wants me to recommend her to P., where she thinks she will
find a job; Mme L., who claims to be libeled by J/s latest book and
brings me a whole folder of letters and testimonials that I am to ex-
amine in order to help her rehabilitate her husband; B., the govern-
ment functionary in French West Africa, who has apparently been done
a frightful injustice . . . etc., etc. Every day some new undertaking.
What would it be if I didn't have the reputation of being disobliging,
avaricious, and quarrelsome!
Those long hours on foot or carried in a chair through a monotonous
landscape where nothing interrupted my thought, isn't that what I
especially liked about the trip to the Congo, what I most long for?
The business of La Sequestrfo de Poitiers, which in the calm of
Cuverville I could have finished up in a week, is causing me great
trouble since I cannot work on it with sufficient continuity. And, this
way, work is much more tiring. It is not the work that is tiring, but the
breaking of my thought.
Yesterday, after a visit from Mattin-Chauffier, who will take on the
editing of the collection I am entitling Ne jugez pas*2 went to ask for
news of J. Vatery, whom I had left rather ill last Wednesday. Paul was
there, suffering from a serious cold but as charming as ever. Went to
dine immediately afterward at the Drouins*.
And I am pained to think that I have not yet been to see my Uncle
Charles Gide, nor the Laurenses, nor the A. family, etc., etc.,
And I ought to go, as soon as possible, to Germany in order to go
over with Curtius the translation of the Nourritures9 which V. and S.
tell me is dreadful.
52 The collection Judge Not includes The Poitiers Incarceration Case
and The Redureau Case.